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made no effort to conceal its partiality for a coloured pugilist,
who took the stage with an endearing smile. The wall of
faces on the upper balconies beamed back at him ; and he
seemed to have a host of friends in every quarter of the ring-
side. The packed quadrangle stared; and if one's eye
wandered above the piled spectators to the sky, there seemed
to be more stars than usual. Somehow one does not expect
to find a night of silver stars above a crowded alley in a
town with a marked taste for boxing. But there it was ;
the night sky was positively African ; and what is more, it
seemed to move a little. It moved quite unmistakably; the
sky was positively slipping past us overhead with grave
deliberation; and sometimes it swayed a little. For we
were watching boxing in mid-ocean, two thousand miles
from home. That was why I sat and smoked in the next
seat to a trim figure in the white that officers affect in the
tropics, and began to wonder how I should propose my vote
of thanks for the ship's boxing contest.
2. The Old Hands
You had not noticed them at Waterloo before the boat-
train went. And even if you had, it may be doubted
whether that inconspicuous grey suiting and the dowdy little
dress by which it was accompanied would have held your
attention for any length of time. True, the grey suit, which
represented the last breath of European fashion as it expired
in the best tailor's at Pernambuco, had something odd about
the set of its lapels; and the little dress-proud effort of a
" little woman " at Woking, to whom its wearer had been
introduced by a relation—was somehow lacking in
dramatic effect. But you had other things to think about
before the whistles went and the long train drew out lor
Southampton Docks. If the truth must be told, you leit
yourself a rather interesting figure, as you stood that mom-
ing at the carriage window bravely balancing between t e
Old World and the New. Passers-by, you hoped, pointea
respectfully and whispered that you would shortly be on

